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Summary: In which you (Finn) fall down instead of Frisk, befriend 
everybody, crush on little Sansy and have moral dilemmas! Sans is a 
lucky skelly this time, as you are actually his relative age - and 
size - unlike Frisk. Character is a girl in this fic :) I promise 
smut and loads of fluff, if that's what you're looking for 
XD 


I'd Rather Stay - Sans x Reader 

**A/N: Howdy! First Undertale fanfic has begun! TRIGGER WARNING: 
Anxiety and panic attacks are mentioned in this chapter, if any of 
these things trigger you, please turn back! Anyway, this chapter 
consists of a lot of Flowey's actual dialogue, so I apologize for any 
tedious-ness . I just wanted to make it seem more like the game 
itself, but I shall change things up with goat mother in the Ruins, 
just you wait! Oh, also, the character is already named, heh 
XD** 

Chapter 1 : Flower Bed 

There was a resounding _thud_ as you hit the ground, which echoed 
from wall to wall. You let out a strained sigh, groaning as you 
opened your eyes. Bright, white light struck them like daggers, and 
you brought a hand up to your forehead. Craning your neck upwards, 
you marvelled at how far you had actually fallen; the gaping hole at 
the top of the mountain was but a pinprick now. You let your head 
drop backwards, and your arm fall slack at your side. Feeling a 
smoothness against your bare arms instead of the familiar blades of 
grass you were expecting, you realised that you'd landed on a plush 
bed of yellow flowers. _'Huh'_ you thought. _'Did these break my 
fall? How the hell does that work?'_ You felt some of the pretty 
flowers rustle softly behind you, and your chest tightened slightly. 
Brushing it of as wind, you began mentally assessing yourse a€" wait. 
You licked your finger and held it above your head. No breeze was 
felt against your fingertip. There's no wind down here, so what in 



the hell was tha- "Howdy!" 

"Aagh! Jesus fuckin-" 

"My name's Flowey! Flowey the flower!" You were taken aback, and you 
couldn't move. The only thing you could do was sit a€" sit and watch 
whatever that yellow _abomination _of a flower was. It carried on 
speaking, his face (pollen thingy? You weren't quite sure) twisted 
into a creepily joyful smile. "Hmm, you're new to the underground, 
aren'tcha?" _' "Underground? " ' _"Golly, you must be so confused. 
Someone ought to teach you how things work around here! I guess 
little old me will have to do!" A slight twitch of his 
f ar-too-enthusiast ic grin caught your eye. "Ready? Here we 
go ! " 

Suddenly, your surroundings went black, leaving only a glowing red 
heart before you, inside a white box. Flowey then appeared atop it, 
still donning that awful smile. "See that heart?" He asked, pointing 
a leaf towards the heart in front of you. "That is your SOUL. The 
very culmination of your being!" You didn't like the sound of that, 
and the fact that something as precious as your actual _soul_ was 
accessible to this shifty weed sent chills down your spine. "Your 
SOUL starts off weak, " he continued, "but can grow strong if you gain 
a lot of LV." _'So this is like some sort of game?' _you wondered. 
_'And what does LV stand for? Levels?' _"What ' s LV stand for? Why, 
LOVE, of course!" Your face crinkled in confusion. Had he just read 
your mind? "You want some LOVE, don't you? Don't worry. I'll share 
some with you!" His clown-like grin contorted into an almost adorable 
wink, and he poked his tongue out slightly. Five white, bullet-like 
things sprung from him and hovered above his petals, spinning in the 
air . 

"Down here, " he began again, peering off to the left slightly, "LOVE 
is shared througha€ | little whitea€ j " There was noticeable hesitation 
after "white", as if he was trying to think of something on the spot. 
His expression also became more strained after this, sending the 
already uneasy feeling in your stomach into overdrive, "'friendliness 
pellets.' Are you ready?" He gazed back at you. "Move around! Get as 
many as you can!" The "friendliness pellets" began to move closer to 
you, and, as if by instinct, you moved to dodge them. At least, your 
soul did, you stayed put. Almost instantaneously, his expression 
darkened into a rather pissed off frown. "Hey buddy," he said, his 
tone far less lively, "you missed them. Let's try again, okay?" He 
sent more pellets in your direction, and, yet again, you dodged them. 
His face became much more intimidating now, with an angry grimace 
replacing the previous grin. "Is this a joke?" he growled. "Are you 
braindead? RUN. INTO. THE. BULLETS! a€" friendliness pellets!" He 
threw more bullets at you, and you dodged once more. The look on his 
face was becoming pretty amusing now, and you suppressed a snicker. 
All of a sudden, a sadistic, twisted, ear-to-ear smile spread across 
his features, and two little white dots appeared inside his eyes. 

Four fangs also became visible, manipulating the smirk into jagged 
lines. "_You know what's going on here, don't you?_" His voice became 
a forceful snarl, slicing fear through your chest. "_You just wanted 
to see me suffer. A circle of bullets surrounded you, leaving no 
possible escape. "_DIE.__" He began laughing manically, his face 
twisted into an awful, toothy grin, if it could even be called that. 
You began to panic, your breath catching and your heart missing beats 
at a time. The bullets were closing in at all angles, dooming you for 
death. You could feel an anxiety attack coming, and the usually empty 



feeling in your chest became replaced with the familiar feeling of 
dread. You began to violently hyperventilate, and tears streamed down 
your face. Shivering in your spot, you prepared for your positive 
demise, when the white bullets disappeared. A blue ball of beautiful 
flames rocketed at Flowey, and, with a yelp, off he flew. To his spot 
walked a sweet, motherly looking, goat lady, wearing a flowing purple 
dress with a strange shield-like emblem on the front. She was rather 
tall, so had to crouch to her knees to reach your small height of 5ft 
1, not to mention the fact you had curled into a ball. "Hello, my 
child. My name is Toriel." She placed a fluffy, white, paw on your 
shoulder, and spoke in a soothing voice. "It's okay now, that cruel 
creature is gone. Now, take some deep breaths for me, it shall help 
to calm you down." Toriel watched as your back rose and fell slowly, 
and gave you a soft, caring smile when you eventually lifted your 
head up. She wiped your salty cheeks with a large, fuzzy thumb, and 
held out a paw to help you stand. "Now, my child, as I began, my name 
is Toriel, and I am the keeper of the Ruins." She brought you to a 
large, purple archway, and hugged you to her side. "What might your 
name be?" You hugged her back, and mumbled your name into her dress. 
"Finn. My name's Finn." 

**A/N: Aaand, that's that! Chapter one is done. I'll get chapter 2 
out ASAP, in which we shall travel through the Ruins with good ol ' 
Tori ! Yaay ! * * 


End 
f ile . 



